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2 to the
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of the Desert Reclamation com-

i “#Mhiy Hardin had been g student

.._u.-hr Rickard and had married Gerty

ol with whom Rickard had fancled
S in" love.

R II—Marshall telln Rickard
tl)nrlmd Padﬂc has : to ltep in
II

4

the Im al Valle sends

ku'd decllnel be-

he does not want to supplant Har-

but is won over. “Btap the river;
the axna.n-. rave Marstcll

" _ACHAPTER WI-Rickard journeys <o
Y \falexico. sees the lvrigated desert and |
' “aaras much about H and his work,
MER IV—At the hotel he mectl
Hardin and Innes Hardin
hﬂt aleter. Disappointed In hor
and an ine ble cogustte,
din sets her cap for her forinar
inner.

mmd imaritas him tn &

i

. —rucAnrd visits the com-|
L otﬂcu and takes control. He finds
eers loyal to Hardin and hos-

Estrada, a Mexican, son of

to

“Fathar of the Imperial Vllhy tells
. Mm of the geleral situation.
| JCHAPTER VI-Rickard attends &

“] can't see it
m—!rmu is discoversd In

) of the almctor- and asserts his
oy Hardin Estrada tells
of his forahodinl that hll work

v-'ll.l.- finished."

ries to cheer ve Hardin,

s "gﬂ s mrloul ua!mt ckard
R VIII—A family luncheon of
v which ] t on them.

R IX—Hardin discovers that

T is planning a levee to protect

o ond puts him down as Incom-
‘Gerty umh her'lord jealous.

U’i;tml-

. CHAPTER Tha | Hardin dmner fto

o dlpulommtlurmmﬂychm

v H‘uﬂn is surly and sulky.
' polite,  Gerty plans &

'hmshom

i Wl‘k on

‘I8 burned through
nkard secretly equips

Mrmglﬂndmbn.
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“ihat Rickard
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i ride
Uou-wind
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s secretary,

he
l'l!llnd.th.hmili.l

s a
- n “
tht lem t.ha mnd nl
Gerty

Rlcku and toget Ir
Mu to lulmt her sister-in-law.

ghegdednees and Rick-
emclancr only serve to em- |
:l.:h- anhut

river washes
Calexico's Mexi-
xico still stands.

o! Iu

_ama twtn gity, but
CHAPTER XIX-A stormy pu‘blle meet-

g s held in which representa of

' the Om}.nml Pu.cme and
h. A telegram m Rickard

. !ho river has broken out n sdves

» = big row and forces united on by all,

AT T st e
In the river bank xeu?ﬁc:ud‘
Viames coes rumm Loe, Anges 10 stay
8 k)
~dwith the Hl:ﬂllns. Rickard's revelation.
“CHAPTER XXI—Estrads gives Innesa
waw viewpoint of ter brother and Rick-
@nd. Gerty arrangss for her family to
= in thedm;?’um and the two Harding
~CHAPTER XXII-Rickard visits the
“ame of Maldonado, & houss of myatery,
CHAPTER XXIII—Gerty Hardin
n from Rickard to direct !.I;.l.
'ch!neu mess mk. Senora Maldonado
her husband through jealousy.
SR XXIV-—-Ling says, “Woman
.|~ W‘Uu go." Rl}‘nkuz sides with
and makes a bitter onemx‘ot Gerty
"'_ Hardin finds Senora Maldonade

's tent.

MR xxV—Gmgehlnh to Inu-u
disgraceful relations between Rickard

: the Mexican woman. Innes is much

bed, but thinks it ls entirely be-
amase she hates scanrdal.

CHAPTER XXVI—A time of

and anxlety—will Hardin's

“tries to {;t her husband to report

1" Marshall,. He refuses

-and discovers he has lost his wife’s love.

- CHAPTER XXVII—Rickard escorts
'Inu home from Marshal'" private car;
find the Mexican woman in his tent,
goes on alone, furious with Rlct.rd
Mildonado woman has come to tell !

of her husbund's murder

TER XXVIII--Innes is l.'l'll'hton.d

CHAY
the Maldonado murderer and runs
:&lﬂ- A great light burats upon t.hm

sBeth. Gerty Hardin watches them.
LHAI'TER XXIX--Godfrey, the world
tenor, comes to visit the camp.
and Gerty Hardin are mutually at-
Gerty to see “'a way out.”
CHAPTER XXX-—The Hardin gate
‘gots out.
OHAPTER XXXI—Spectacular strike of
~fiis Indian tribas on the work

great actty-
ate stand?

,CHAPTER XXXII sings In

mlisht with varying effects on va-
people.

-r. ER XXXII-The final battls

the (‘olm-ulo. Why Estrada couldn't

XII1
still loves hermdpllu L 8

_story. She had learned never to take
'the face valne of her sister's verbal
lmln' it was only a symbol of mlue.
It stood for something else.

| The yellow eyes were on the dredge
. bucket as it swung across the channel,
‘but they did not register. She was
‘angry, outraged: she did not know
!with whoin. With Gerty for telling her,
{with Rickard, with life that lets such
'-rhlngs be. She jumped up. “Oh, stop

i ™ She rushed ont of the tent, fol-
' wed by a strange bitter smile that
' | srought nze to the face of Gerty Har-
Jin.

In her own tent, Innes found excuse
for her lack of self-control. She did
'not like the ecolor of scandal; gshe
hated smudge. Gerty had said the
whole camp knew it; knew why the
Mexican woman was In camp! She
did not trust Gerty in anything else;
why should she trust her in that? She
would forget Gerty's gossip.

But she remembered it vividly that
weck as she washed her own khakis;
as she bent over the ironing board in
Gerty's sweltering “kitchenette.” She
i thought of It as she returned Rick-
ard’s bow in the mess tent the next
morning: each time they met she
thought of it. And it was in her mind
when she met Senora Maldonado by
the river one day, and made & sudden
wide curve to avold having to spenk
to her.

CHAPTER XXVI.
Time the Umpire.

The river was low; its yellow wa-
ters bore the look of oriental duplicity.
Each day was now showing its prog-
ress. The two ends of the trestle were
i ! ‘ereeping across the stream from their
{ brush aprons. A few weeks of work,
{ at the present rate, and the gap would

be closed, Hardin's big gate In it; the

| by-pass ready; the trap set for the
Colorado, The tensity of a last spurt
| was in the air.

It was Inspiring activity, this pitting
of man’s cumulative skill against an
elemental force. No Caucasian mind
~which did pot tingle, feel the privl-
' leged thrill of it. To the stolld native
thig day of well-paid toil was his mil-
‘lennium, the fulfillment of the
prophecy. His gods- had so spoken.
Food for his stbmach, liguor for his
stupefaction; the white man's money
laid in & brown hand each Sunday
morning was, what the great gods fore-
spoke. * The completion of the ‘work,
the white man’s victory, would be an
end of the fat time. Hasten? , Why
ghould they, and shorten thelr day of
opporfunity?
¢ Between the two eamps oscillated
Coronel, 'silently squatting near the
whites, jabbering his primitive Es
peranto to the tribes:' His friendship
with the white chlefs, his.age and nat-
ural leadership gave him a unique po-
gitiop. in . both camps. Assiduously,’

by | Rickard cultivated.the old Indian who'
erouched days through by the bank of ::2: of Oread, v Hace.

the river. :
The engineers telt the whip ut ex-

citement. Never a man left the camp
in the morning who did not look to-,
‘ward that spam crawling across the!
treacherous stream, measure that
widened, hr—pua. Would . the gate
stand? The Hardin men halloed for;
the gate, but looked each morning to|
see if It were still there. The Reclamn--
tion Service men and the engineers of|
the railroad were openly skeptical ;

Sisyphns outdone at his own me'[

; htl‘ada and Rickard lookéd furtively|

t

at the gate, with doubt at each other.
Hardin, himself, was repressed, an
edger live wire. His days he spent on|
_the Tiver; his nights, long hours of
them, open-eyed, on his back, watching
the slow-wheeling, star-pricked dome
of desert sky. His was the suspense
of the man on trigl; this was his;
trial; Gerty, Rickard, the valley, hin
. judge and jury. The gate grew to be|
a symbol with him of restored honor,|
! an obsession of desire. It must be all}
| right!
Rickard was all over the place.*

“Watchi every plece of rock that's

| dumped the river,” complained
Wooster. “Believe he marks them at
night 1"

They were preparing for ‘the fidal.
rush, In a week or two, the work
wouid be continuous, night shifts to
begin when the rock-pouring com-
menced. Large lamps were being sus-
pended across the channel, acetylene,
whose candelpower was that of an arg
light. Soon there would be no night
at the break. When the time for the
guick coup would come, the dam must

ts | be closed withqut break or slip. One

mat was down, dropped on the floor
that had already swallowed two such
gigantic mouthfuls; covered ' with
rock ; pinned down to the slippery bot-
tom with piles. Anpother mat was
ready to drop; rock was waiting to be
poured over it; the deepest place In
the channel ‘was reduced from fifteen
to seven feet. KEach day the overpour,
anxiously measured, increased. A third
steam shével hed been added ; the rail-
road sent in several work truins fully
eciipped for service; atiracted by the

e:citement, the hoboes were commenc-
! 'ng to come In.

It was a battle of big numbers, a
duel of great force where time was
the umpire. Any minute hot weather

| might fall on those snowy peaks up
yonder, and the released wnaters, rush-
ing down, would tear out the defenses
as a wave breaks over a child's fort
made of sand. This was a race, and
all knew it. A regular train dispatch
system was in force that the inrushing
cars might drop their burden of rock
and gravel and be off after more. The
Dragon was being fed rude meals, ite
appetite whetted by the glut of pour-
ing rock.

Tod Murshall came down from Tuec-
gon " %s car, The eoming of the
Palmyra and Claudla rippled the so.
clal" waters at the front for day-

lhud. Geriy Hardin, too prood to
tell her astonished family that she !
wanted to desert the mess tent, shook
herself from her Injury, and “did up”
all her lingerie gowns. Mrs, Marshall i
was not going to patronize her, even
if her. husband had snubbed Tom. It
was hot, ironing In her tent, the doors
clased. ' Everything carried a atlng
those indoor hours. .She was aflame | |
with hot vanity, Twice, she had |
openly encouraged Rickard; twice, he | |
had flouted her. That was his kind! |
Men who prefer Mexicans—! Bhe
would never forgive him, never!

She followed devious channels to in- '

volve Tom's responsibility. There was
a cabal against the wife of Hardin
Working like a servant! she called it
necessity. Everything, every one pun-
{shed her for that one sct of folly.
Life had caught her. She saw no way,
as she ironed her mull ruffies, no way
out of her cage. Her spirit beat wild.
wings against her bars, If she could 1
gee a way out! Nothing to do but to
stay with Tom!

Maddening, too, that at the mess

table, she caught Rlckard's eyes turning |,

toward, resting on, Innes Hardin. The
girl Herself did not seem to notice—
artful, subterrgnean,  such stalking!
That was why she had come running
back to the Heading! That the reason
of her anger when she had hinted of
the Maldonndo. She learned to hate
Innes. Bltterly she hated Rickard

"]'.'om ghe sald one day He
turned with a swift thrill of expecta-
tion, for hér volce gounded kind; like
the Gerty of old. “I have always
heard that Mr. Marshall has terribly
strict ideas. I think he ought to hear
of that Mexican woman. It is demor-
elizing in a camp like this.”

“T tell Marshall anything against his
pet clerk?' The Hardin lip shot out.
“He'd throw me out of the company.”

The pretty scene was spolled. To
his dismay, she burst into a storm of
tears, tears of self-pity. Her life lay
In tatters at her feet, the pretty fabrie
rent, torn between the rude handling
of those two men. She could not have
reasoned out her Injury, made it con-
vinelng, built out of dreams as it was,
heartless, scheming dreams. Because
she could not tell it, her sobbing was
the more violent, her complaints inco-
herent. Tom gathered enough frag-
ments to plece the old story.
“Ashamed of him. He hnd dragged
her down Into his humiliation.” His
iweet moment had passe.

He spent a few futlle mompnts try-
Ing to comfort her.

“Don’t come near me.” It burst
from her; a cry of revulsion. He
stared at her, the woman meeting his
syes In flushed defiance. The hatred
which he saw, her bitterness, corroded
his pride, scorched his self-love, Noth-
ing would kill his love for her; he
knew that in that blackest of mo-
ments. He would never forget that
He left her

That night, the cot under the stars
had no tenant. Hardin had It out
with himself down the levee,

That valley might fulfill Estrada's
vislon and his labor; might yleld the
harvest of happy homes; but his was
not there. He had been the sacrifice,

CHAPTER XXVIL

The Walk Home.

Claudia Marshall sat at the head of
her stately table in the Palmyra, mute
as a statue but for the burning eyes
which followed her Tod. To Innes,.
her guest, it was a tragic presence, of
ibrooding ' sollcitude.

Lafe hours, excitement, —might
abridge the life she so passionately
ipoliced; but she would not demand
i the s\crlﬁce of his cigar.

Muarshall's clgar followed the coffee.
| Tony, the white-capped Italian cook of
i the Palmyra, was removing the cups.
Innes was carrying her double inter-
est listening to Tod Marshall’s broad
sweep, getting a new viewpoint as he
mnimized the loeal scheme—feeling
that silent presence at the head of the
table.

Then something drove Claudia from
her mind, What Mr. Marshall had said
swept a disturbing caleium on Tom.
What if, truly, the river fiasco could
be traced to that overzealous hand? To
Tom, this undertaking blotted out the
rest of related big endeavor; but that
was not the way ler host was looking
al it. He was too courteous to give
her discomfort; he had not said it di-
rectly. But always it met her, rose up
to smite her, wherever she was, Was
it not egotism, personal pride, that was
making her cover her eyes, like any
simple ostrich? Ier brother—assume
him anybody else's brother! The
dredge fiasco—the wild night at the
levee—no isolated accidents those.

Hardin’s luck!

A flush of miserable shame came to
her. How they had all been trying to'
spare her—Eduardo, these kindly Mar- |
shalls—MuacLean! She was turning, |
impulsively, to agk Tod Marshall if he
thought, could he think it probabla‘
that they would fall, when a step that
sent the blood to her face took the
car's stairs at two leaps. Now, in-|
deed, the dinner was spolled, '

“That's Rickard. I forgot to tell you
that I asked him to dinner. He couldn't |
get away. He said he'd run in for cof- |
fee. Hello, Rickard. Thought you'd
forgotten us!”

She hadn’t thought of that contin-
gency! She found herself shaking
hands with him. Could he not hear her |
mind, ticking away at the Maldonado |
eplsode?

Of course he would Insist on seeing
her to her tent. Punctillous, alwcys,
Well, she just wouldn't. Perhaps she
could . slip out some way. She would
watch %er chance, :

“Can I talk shop for a while?' asked
Bickard.

They withdrew to a cushloned win
dow seat. Innes had found her chance..
She asked to be shown over the car.
Innes confided her plan. She wanted

] FMIFISING '% '.I

“Thoight Y';ou'd Forgotten Us”

to slip ont. "Shg would not lnten'upt
their evening; Mr, Marshall had busi-
ness to diseuss—"

. Mrs. Marshall would not hear of it.
Bhe sald that Mr. Marshall would
never forgive her if she let Miss Har-
din. go -home alone, Her opposition
was softly implacable,

Innes went back, to the sitting room
of the car angrily coerced. Rickard
was still closeted, c?nvemﬂunnlly. ‘
with his saperior.
At last, desperately, ‘she roae to go.
Of course, he must inslst upon golng '
with her, Of course!

“I was going back early, anyway.
I'm to be up at dawn tomorrow.”

The good-bys were said. She found
herself walking rebelliously by his
side. "No, thank you!" to the offer of
his arm,

The night was bright. with ltan.
“Bright as day, isn’t it?” -Because her
volce was curt, and she had not used
hie name, the rising inflection helped
a little! Hateful, to stumble over a
rut in the road! Of course, he'd make
her take his arm! Of course!,

Rickard grasped her elbow. She
walked = along, her head high, her
cheeks flaming, anger surging through
her at his touch.

Stupld to press this companionship,
this awkward silence on her. If he
thought she was going to entertain
him, as Gerty did, with her swift chat-
ter, he'd be surprised? Any other two
people would. fall into easy give-and-
take, but what could she, Innes Har-
din, find 'to chatter about Wwith this
man stalking along, grimly grasping
her arm? Close as they were, his touch
reminding her every minute, between
them walked her brother and her
brother's wife—and there was the
Mexiean—hateful memory! " Of course
she could not be casual - And she
would not foree it.. He had brought
this about, Let him talk, then!

Oppressive that silence. ' Then It
came to her that she would ask him
the question that his coming had abort-
ed. A glance at his face found him
smiling. He found it amusing? Not
for worlds, then, would she speak. And
they stalked nlong.. Uncensclously she
had pulled herself away from him, He
took her hand and put it in the crotch
of his arm. “That's better,” he sald.
She wondered If he were still smiling.

Their path led by his tent. Neither
of them noticed a subtued light
through the canvas walls. "As they
reached the place a figure darted from
the door.

“Ob, senor, I thought you would
never come.” It was the wife of Mal-
donado. Her expression was lost on
Innes. The face was quivering with
terror.

“Mr. Rickard,” Innes' words like
feicles, “I' will leave you here. It is
quite unnecessary to come farther.”
Quite unvelled her meaning!

It came so quickly that he was not
ready ; nor indeed had Gerty's innuen-
does yet reachea him. But the situation
was uncomfortable. He turned sharp-
ly to the Mexican.

“Come In,” he took her roughly by
the arm. She would wzke up the camnp
with her erying. He put her in a chair.
“Now tell your story.” The woman
had got to be a nuisance. He couldn't
have her comiag around like this, He
had seen that look in the girl's eyes—
“Murdered? Who did you say was
murdered ?”

She lifted a face, frightened into,
haggprdness. “Maldonade and the
girl”

The nigint was stripped to the trag-
edyv. “You found them?"

Her face was lifted imploringly to
him. “Oh, senor, it was not I. By thel
Mother of Christ, it was not 1"

Rickard was not sure. Her fear
made him suspect her, “Who was it,
you think?"

“elipe,” she gasped. “He got away,
from the rurales—he came back. Hel
went home—there was no one there,’
Some one told him where she had
gone, He came to Maldonado’s, Lu-
erezlia, the eldest, opened the gate. He
was terrible, she said. He rushed past
her. And when he came out his hands
were red. The children heard eries,
They were afrald to go in. 1 got there
last night. ! went In. They were not
quite cola—I was afraid to stay. It
would look like me, senor. WIIl they
take me, senor?” She was a wreck
of terror.

“Not if what you tell me Is true.
Now, get to bed. I'll give you some
thing that will make jou sleep.” He

R 1 S —

| she would not, Indeed!
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hustled her out and prepared the
draught

He wondered as he got into bed as
to the truth of her story. Disgusting,
such animal terror! Awkward hole,
that, Fate seemed possessed to queer
him with those Hn}'dln!l I

CHAPTER XXVIll. |

A Dlscovery.

The murder of Maldonado shook the
camp next morning. Three rurales, in
brilllant trappings, rode up to Rlck-
ard's ramada. The leader, entéring
the office, announced that they were
on the track of a criminal, the mur
-derer of a rurale, Maldonado. - He was
an Indiaa named Felipe. He repented
the story Rickard’ had heard before.
Would  the senor give: his respected
permission for.notices to be posted
about the camp? A description of the

JIndian; a reward for his ‘capture; the

favor would be inestimable:. = . g
. Rickard saw the notice later that,
day. It was nhiled to the back plat-|
" .form of/the Palmyra, , He was on Mar- myrs had voa ot o

shall’s trail, his chief having failed to
keep an appointment with bim., They
were fo test the gute that dtmonn,

. Marshall ;was retumlns goon. to Tuo]

son, o

Rickard turned back townd camp, '
deep In thought; so intent that a sharp '
ery had lost its echo before the import:
came to him. He stopped, hearing run-
ning steps behind him, innes Hardin

, was loplns up the bank like & young

deer, with terror In her eyes.
Rickard "

flushed her; cheek to brow was glow-
Ing with qtnrtled blood. He saw an'
odd flash of startling beauty, the vell
of tan torn off by her emotlon. The

She
stood recovering herself, regalning her
spent breath. . Rickard remembered
that this was the first time he had seen
her since the murder of Maldonado,

' glnce the meeting with the Mexican

woman at his tent. “What was It

frightened you?"

“The Indian, the murderer. Just as

they describe him on those notices. I
must -have fallen. asleep. I'd _bean
reading. I heard a noise in the brush
and there was his face staring at me,”

Her breath was atill uneven. “I
screamed and ran. -Slily to be so
seared.”

He started toward the willows, but
she grabbed his sleeve.
She flushed, thinking to meet the quis-
siml smile, but his eyes were grave.
He “a0, had had his fright. They stood
dtafiug at each other, “I'm afraid—"
she completed. How he would desplse
her cowardice! But she could not let
him know that her fear had been for
him !

He was looking at her. Suppose any-
thing had happened to her! He had &'
minute of nausea. If tha* brute had
hurt her—and ‘then he ki v how lt
was with him!

He looked at her grayely. Of conrse,
He had koown it a long time. It was
true. She was going to belong to him.
If that brute had hurt her!

Bhe shrank un®er hig grayity; this
was something she did not understand.
They were sllent, walking toward the
encampment. Rickard did not care to
talk, It was not the time; and he had

been badly shaken., Innes was tremuy- |

lously consclous of the palpitating si-
lence. Sne fluttered toward - giddy
speech. Her walk that day, Mr. Rick;
ard!
started to flow down the old rlvgr bed;

'mn cat. 7
“Mr, Rickard!” she cried. “Mr

She was trembling. Her fright hadi :’:ag;ej:'i",:r Img trend o}hl:hu -

-
| wave of her terror caught him. He' A letier SEIRIERY

| put out his hand to steady her.

“Ob, don't.” .

She had heard that water had

ot*d!owqummy,met v
shock; and the world was ¢!
both. Life, with its many gl8
was calling to senses and
glirl’s still rebelllous, the man
‘Rickard put out his nand.
night - To both, it carried t
of “T love yon!" She put her hapdy
his, menmmnnpnm
ous witl .them

Neft
door. |
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The aldln:’zm The

hldmewlthoutamhm
did not expect now to nave
‘to have to extend'the time set for th
ultimate -diversion. mw
| flowing like oll. The encampment wa
filling up veith vts‘imm I 4 Y
“who camé: tb*rephrtw
eapture of the river, = "' 1. B
Pickard's, day badly mm'wé:.
with vexatfons, By sundown, he ¥
wet to the skin, and mad }u;
if § }l_-d:
In this jaundiced  june

il

,of a trninlud of nﬂrq.ll ties.
swore.
“Anything else plauanﬁ"

dad” MacLéan resd that his
begged a small favor of W

"Oh.nndonb'h‘ni
He’ainmmﬂe
hmtomorm mm

she had wanted to see If, and there ‘&

was 0o one to go with her. - Her sen-

tence broke off. The look he had
tarned on her was no dominant, so ten-
der. Amused at her giddiness, mdl
yet loving her! Loving her! They'
were sllent again. |

“You won't go oft alone, agaln.” Ee
had not asked it, at parting. His in- !
flection’ demanding it of her, was of ¢
ownership. She did not meet his eyet'l.-

Later, when she was lying on her:
bed, face downward, routed, she tried
to analyze that possessive challenge of
his gaze, but it eluded words. She
summoned her pride, but the meaning
called her, sense and mind and soul,
of her. It cried to her: *I, Casey
Rickard, whom your brother hates,
once the lover of Gerty Holmes, I am
the mate for you. And I'm going to
come and take you some day. Some
day, when I have time!"

Oh, yes, she was angry with him;
ghe had some pride. “Why didn't he
tell me then?” she cried in a warm tu-
mult to her pillow. “For I would have
given him his answer., I had time,
ample time, to tell him that it was
not true.” For she wanted a different
sort of lover, not a second-hand dis-
card; but one who belonged all to her-
gelf : one who would woo, not take her
with that strange sure look of his,
“You'll be walting when I come,” Ah,
She would
show him!

And then she lay quite still with her
hand over her heart. She would be
walting when he came for her! Be
eause, though life had brought them

| together so roughly, so tactlessly had

auddled things, yet she knew. She
would be waiting for him!

Before he had left her, Rickard had
followed a swift impulse. Those bronze
lamps averted still? Was she remem-
bering—Ilast night? No mistake like
that should rekt between them. Hse
must set that straight. That much he
allowed himself, Until his work waz
done. But she knew—she had seen—
how it was with him!

4] wonder If you would help me,
Miss Hardin? Would you do some-
thing for that poor ecrazed woman}
I wanted to ask Mrs. Hardin, but for
some reason I've got into her black
books. Just the little kindness oot
women cap give another. A man M

Godfrey Blew Into t.:a'l'l:_pl ‘

was llke a boy out on a lark, His

brown eyes were dancing over the ad-'
venture, He explored the camp and
came Back bubbling.

“It's the biggest I ever saw. But m.
Junior, that's what they call youm,
isn't 1t? Pm the only idle man here,

Can't you give me something to.do?;.

T'll do anything. I'd like the boss to
find me busy when he comes in.”

MacLean softened the offer. Perhaps

until Mr. Godfrey learned the ropes he|

could be of general use. They were
short-handed the present moment—
there was another hesitation—in the
kitchen! Ling, the Chinese cobk, was
overcrowded—so many visitors— i

“Great,” crowed Godfrey, slapping
bim on the shoulder. “I don’t want to
feel in the way. I want to earn my
board. Lead me to the cook!”

That evening, the dinner was helped
on its way by the best-pald singer of

‘ England, In an apron, borrowed of|

Ling, he was “having the time of his
life.” Ling, pretending to scold, had
been won Immedlately. Rickard, hear.
ing of the jolly advent, forgot his

ation, and Immediately on his returnf}”

made his way to the mesquit
—to greet the friend of Ggu-n ‘Mae-
Lean,

After dinner, Maclean elrmd oft
his prize to the Delta, where
earned his welcome. Gerty. Hardin for-
had discovered a new sensation. The
woundertr! volce twisted her heart-
strings; It told her that the heart that
bas truly W Dever m m she
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